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Rollin’ and Tumblin’ 


Author's Notes: 
Here's a bit of late night writing inspired by that time where Ginger forced Jack out of the band by 
threatening him with a knife. 


It was the second day of a slow titian autumn in which Eric was awoken by a loud yelp from beneath his 
decrepit wooden floorboards. Calloused fingers working through his hair, he hunched over the side of his bed, 
tuning into the muffled voices from the ground floor of the shared abode. 


As he had languidly expected, his bandmates had delved into another altercation, babbling back and forth over 
what he assumed to be a mere difference. Ginger and Jack's impending hatred for each other had changed 
what Eric had once expected to be the Greatest Musical Adventure’ of his life, and now, he was hiding behind 


closed doors pondering a way out of this abominable mess. 


He could hear the bitterness laced behind Ginger's voice, the drummer known for finding explicitly peculiar 


ways to nag at Jack- who was helplessly biting back with words along the lines of ‘You're bloody insane! 


The dispute remained vociferous all the way towards the witching hours of the brumal night, and cocooned 
within his gossamer sheets, Eric struggled to hear his own thoughts. Sleep was a rarity, and knowing well they 
had to get up and prepare for a show in only several hours, his frustration only grew insufferable. He held the 
sheets to his mouth, squelching a soft sob as his eyes clamped shut. His body racked with silent tears as he 
kicked his feet restlessly. He wanted so badly just to knock himself out, or perhaps serve himself as a stress 
toy for his bandmates if it meant ending their excruciating feud. 


If Eric was lucky, perchance they'd set the house in flames if it meant ridding themselves of one another. And 
if he was outrageously fortunate, he'd burn along with them. 


Or perhaps it was just wishful thinking, delirium finally ravaging his head and succumbing him to blatant 
insanity. He was losing it, all in the hands of Ginger and Jack, who were in the process of relentlessly killing one 


another. 


Yet just before he could debate jumping out of the window, the bickering seemed to grow emphatic, two pairs 
of feet stomping clamorously up the stairs, and it was then where Eric hoped that the wooden floors would 


give way. 


Although, his bandmates (unfortunately) made their way to his room, recklessly whisking the door open before 


proceeding their argument right beside his personal cocoon 


"He wants me out of the band, Eric," Jack announced, his voice void of any specific emotion as though he'd 
wasted them all away on the manic drummer. Eric just barely lowered the sheets, peeking at them through 


the tears glossing his vision "-and he's threatening to stab me if | don't." 


Eric grumbled softly, sinking further into his mattress if that was humanly possible. And it was then where 
the lights flickered on, streaks of the effulgence seeping through his thin sheets and burnishing his sensitive 
eyes. One of the two stooges beside him patted him roughly, attempting to pull the sheets from his petite 
figure, yet failing as he yanked them back. 


"Eric?" Jack's voice had softened, and Eric internally grumbled as he felt the mattress sink. "D'ya feel all right, 
mate?" The bassist questioned, attempting to feel his forehead through the gaunt fabric. 


"He would if you'd quit prodding at him!" Ginger spat from where Eric presumed to be the doorway, and Jack 
only sucked his teeth in reply. 


"Eric, c'mon" Jack tried pulling the sheets again, and this time, the guitarist allowed him to. He whimpered 
lightly as the brilliant glow of the lamp encompassed his unshielded face, exposing the tears streaming 


strenuously across his cheeks, and the despondency swiveling through his oceanic eyes. 


Jack peered at him for a terse moment, scrutinizing each detail displayed to him before gritting his teeth. In 
spur of the moment, he was jolting from the edge of the mattress, launching his delicate body towards Ginger 
and tackling the man to the floor. 


Eric shot up from the bed, hissing as vertigo pivoted through his head. He staggered against the algid 
floorboards, feeling the rough wood coursing into his bare feet as he followed the scene out into the hallway. 
Right as he turned the corner, he was able to catch the brutal sight of Jack's fist plunging into Ginger's cheek, 
the latter wriggling beneath the merciless man perched atop him. 


"Hell, won't you two give it a rest?" Eric pleaded in complete distraught, although his lilting voice couldn't be 
heard as his two bandmates grappled across the floor. 


"You made him cry, you bleeding fooll" Jack groused, yelping as Ginger gripped his hair gratingly. Blood trickled 
down from the drummer's nose, traveling into his mouth as he accumulated a guck of his saliva, spitting right 


in Jack's face before shoving the bassist off of him. 


"Maybe if you'd just leave when | asked you to!” Ginger managed to stand up, instantly pulling his leg back 
before kneeing the other man straight in the sack, and even Eric could feel the pain within his lower regions. 


Before the fight could escalate to what the guitarist presumed to be a final death match, he hurriedly 
scurried between Ginger and the tortured bassist, who was grasping his crotch with his face reddened in 
either infuriation or unadulterated pain. He glowered at the drummer for what could've been years, judging by 


the vivid frustration splayed across his face. 


"Listen, Ginger." He started slowly, catching sight of Jack curling up against the wall in his peripheral vision 
"This needs to stop. We need this to stop- just as much as we need Jack in the band, and just as much as we 
need sleep." Eric felt a spark of penance just by the simple idea of sleep, yet didn't reveal it as he held his 
ground before the enraged redhead. 


Ginger relaxed his once-furrowed brows, his shoulders slumping back as he nodded haltingly. He fixed Eric with 


a compassionate stare before reverting his attention to the agonized bassist: 


Eric couldn't help but see this as a fresh start, a way of forgetting the vehement past and instead embarking 
on what Cream was truly meant to become. They were a power trio, three men willed to music whilst intwining 


their souls in an undying affinity. 


However, when Ginger grasped Jack's collar and slammed his fist straight into the frail man's face, the dream 
Eric had so-wistfully thought up came shattering to pieces like the tooth that flew right from the beaten 


man's mouth. 


Ginger didn't say anything, nor did he acquire the decency to merely glance at Eric before stomping down the 


hall and into his room. 


Eric, whose jaw was basically unhinged, gazed at Jack with a stunned look casted upon his veneer. He quivered 
at the sight of the bassist propped on his bare hands, crimson blood viscously dripping from his mouth as he 
astringently glared at Ginger's door, blatant vengeance creeping upon his maddened demeanor. 


"Jack-" 

"That beggared fool" Jack spluttered, only seconds before craning his head forward and expectorating a ghastly 
mix of blood and saliva, perhaps even fragments of another tooth. Eric grimaced, cautiously snaking his arms 
around the brunet's waist before lifting him- with much struggle, if he'd so dejectedly add. Jack clung to him 
like a child, albeit refused to unveil just how much pain he was in as he fell into his bed, not bothering the 
blood seeping into his white sheets. 

He looked up at Eric, his eyes softening in a way that they never did with the wicked drummer in the other 
room. Abruptly, his disposition flickered into timidity, hastily wiping away the blood trickling down the corner of 
his mouth with the back of his hand before shyly murmuring, "Did you really cry because of me?" 


Eric managed to laugh, and the fluttery feeling that came with the little gesture almost felt like a blessing. 
How long had he gone through complete misery before finally grasping onto one split second of relief? 


"| just want sleep, Jack. l'm- I'm so goddamn tired," Eric exhaled, plopping down beside the other man. 

He didn't mind the blood that splattered against his shirt as Jack said, "This is the end, right?" 

In fact, he didn't even mind the words. 

Instead, he allowed his body to sink into the mattress, and he allowed that crimson, warm blood to seep into 
his shirt. He allowed the words to travel through his head, and he finally allowed that little spark of alleviation 
to flare into a full blown fire. 

He allowed himself to give up. 


Subtly, he nodded. 


"Yes. This is the end." 


